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sides the temple-path that was now closely guarded,
was a matter of several miles, part of which would
be really strenuous climbing. Again we cursed our
baggage.
About midday, returning to the temple, we dis-
covered the gate to the river-path open. They were
changing guard. By this time we were getting des-
perate: I suggested a frontal attack. Miao agreed,
and we quietly collected our baggage and set out as
nonchalantly as we could through the gate.
We had got about fifty yards down the path when
a shout from a sentry above us called out the guard.
With an air of supreme indifference we continued
on our way. There was a chorus of protest; we soon
found ourselves surrounded by an excited group of
soldiers who tried to push us back with rifles. "It's
now or never," I whispered to Miao. He nodded.
With fixed, foolish smiles we continued to advance.
Our friend the lieutenant came speeding down the
path behind us. To all his protestations we returned
a single answer. This was a mad foreigner who in-
tended to cross the river, even if he had to swim it:
they would stop him at their periL Foreigners had
strange impulses, and many inconvenient privileges.
And this was a very important foreigner.
It was a fantastic scene—this gesticulating group
on a narrow rocky path above the great river, which
swept in a wide curve below us, the dark water flecked
with white. It was the coldest colloquy I ever took
part in: I think most of us waved our arms around
more to keep warm than to give point to our remarks.
I was hopelessly beyond my rights, of course, but the
young officer did not know that. All he knew was
that, if we got away, he would be held responsible.

